The problem is that this argument is wrong. The shock was monumental, but instead of impelling the twentieth century forward into our new modernist and later post-modernist poses, it put millions of people in a position where they grasped at the past in order to ascribe some meaning to the catastrophe. For every man or woman who saluted non-sense in the Dada movement, there were millions who clung to every kind of reinforcement of meaning in their reactions to the war. For this very reason, there was a flowering of religious, classical and romantic languages of commemoration, in poetry, in prose, in film, in the graphic arts, or in the architecture and ritual surrounding war memorials.
Joanna Bourke captures this moment brilliantly in her book, since she shows how central imagery of the male body is to all three traditions: the classical, from Greek and Roman sculpture to millions of vulgarizations; the romantic, with visions of the knight errant, the man who lays down his life for his mates, and achieves immortality in their masculine devotion (and revenge); and the religious, through a myriad of permutations of the Pieta and the pity of dismemberment and annihilation.
Could it have been otherwise? After all, the logic of industrial war is the deepening and reiteration of gender difference, precisely because so many men are torn to pieces. Families needed to be restored, and they needed men-fully-formed men-to do so. 
